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no idea where we were. And then as the minutes and hours
passed without the slightest rift in the fog wall, as the gas
kept ebbing lower every time we took a count, all four of
us knew with more certainty that we were going to crash. It
was only a question of time and we knew it.
Put yourself up there in the America with us. Put yourself
there with your eyes as hopelessly bandaged by fog as if with
yards of hospital linen, except for the few fleeting moments
when we hit short clear spots. Stand there in the cabin sight-
less, as we were, and you will know why neither Commander
Byrd nor Bert Acosta nor Balchen and I can ever forget those
hours.
Certainly there is nothing any of us ever met in flying to
compare with that desperate situation. Perhaps the wonder is
that it didn't get our nerves. But if you could know Com-
mander Byrd as we know him; if you could see him there in
our prison cell of fog—always calm, always quiet, never be-
traying the slightest intimation of the tremendous danger
that faced us—you would know why the rest of us held on
and why there was no confusion. "We couldn't do anything
else with a leader like Commander Byrd.
As best I can, I want to take you through those black
hours with us. Now, some fourteen hours after Com-
mander Byrd's program to "find the nearest water" finally
won out and saved our lives, it is as vivid as one of those
wild nightmares you have when you are a boy.
Of course, it is difficult to place the time of everything
exactly, and as for positions, that is completely impossible.
But what we tried to do—countless times slight breaks in
the billows of fog and rain made us hope that perhaps we
were near Paris or might at least be able to see a little space of
clear land below—all that and the repeated disappointments
that came with it are unforgettable.
Four hours after we reached the French coast we knew that
it was virtually impossible to land at Paris, due to the ter-
rific weather. After leaving Brest about 8 o'clock, Com-

